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man. He has stoically deprived himself of the great experience
of reading Buddmbrooks and The Magic Mountain, although
the perspicuous beauty of Thomas Mann's style survives par-
ticularly well the ordeal of translation.

However, it would not be safe to dismiss as absurd the
opinion of men whose achievements and judgment we are
bound to respect. Their reluctance to accept translation as
genuine literature, although excessive, is not difficult to under-
stand. The literary experience, whether in creation or apprecia-
tion, requires the intimate fusion of matter and form. The
true poetical note is absolutely unique 5 the same feeling, ex-
pressed in different words, no longer is quite the same feeling.
It is the exquisitely personal accent that creates style; and
honest writing, without style, is business or science, but not
literature.

There is profound truth in this contention. But it should not
be turned into a rigid dogma5 for in literature, truth, no less
than beauty, depends on delicate and elusive shades rather than
upon hard and fast distinctions. There are cases in which trans-
lation stands condemned 5 there are others in which, however
inadequate, it will serve $ there are others still in which the
gain is immeasurably greater than the loss.

It is on the lowest level that the impossibility of translation
is most apparent: hardly any pun can be rendered into another
language. In French, Pierre means both Peter and a rock, in
English, the identity disappears. Rostand's Cyrano de Bergerac
is a crackling machine-gun fire of puns, including the aggra-
vated kind known as a <peit ^resy or near-pun. The play was
none the less a brilliant success in many languages. Rough
equivalents did the trick. What signified was not the actual
pun, a poor thing at best, but the punning spirit, an evidence
of insolent gaiety and bravado, as prominent a feature in
Cyrano's picturesque figure as his waving plume or his enor-
mous nose.

Almost as untranslatable as the pun is the melody of words,
If a poem is sheer music in the material sense, If sound is